

XMidlOmtner nightcs 'dreamer ^ y * 0 — T T MTd lommer nigii tegdreame, 

_ i.i i n Lyon fell, nor clfe no Lyons damme, 

Por/ifl fbould j as Lyon, cotne in flrife, 

Tm»a fUlc ^’twere oittv on mv life. 


Pa£ as I told you : yonder flic comes, Sfoerrllt 

O wall, full often haft thou heard mymoncs * '* 
For parting my faire Pyraunu, and mee. 

My cherry lips hauc often kill thy ftoncs; 

Thy ftoncs^ with lime and hay ire knit now againc, 

Pyra . I fee a voice : now will I to the chinke, 

To fpy and I can heare my Thifhyes face t rhj fa} 
rhif. My loue thou art, my louc I thinke. 

Py. Thinke what rhou wilr, I am thy louers Grace; 
And, like Limander, aai Itrufty flill, 

T a {f* And I, like TJ'cltn s till the fates me kill, 

Pyra. Not Shafa/us 3 to procyiu 3 was fo true. 

Tk)//,As Shafalttsto proems . x I toyou. 
p;r, O kiffc nice, through the hole of this vilde wall* 
T hif, l kifle the wallcsholej notyourlipsatall; ‘ 
p>r. W; sit thou, at Ninnies t ©m b e,m e ete me flraightway! 
T h'* Tide life, tyde death, I conic without delay. 

JT */, T hits haue I , Wall 3 my part difehargedfoj 
And, being d ine, thus wall away dothgoe, 
X>«^,Nowis theMoon vfedjactween th e t wo neighbots, 
Dcme. Mo remcdy,my Lord* when wals arc fowlful!, to 
heare without warning. 

Dutch* 1 his is the fllliefl flufrc,that eueiT heard, 
D^.The beflj in this kinde ^ are but fhadowesiaoi 
the worfl are no worfejifimagination amend them, 
Dutch. 1 1 mull be your imaginatioh,then;& not theirs. 
Duke. If tve imagine no worfe ofthem,then they of die. 
itlucs^ they may paffc for excellent ir.cn. Here come tvw 
noble beafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter Lyon, <»dMoone-{hine, 

Lyon. You Ladie$,you(who(c gentle hearts do fcare 
1 he fniallefl monftrous raoufe, that creepeson floorej 
May now,perchance,both quake and tremble here. 
When Lyon rough, in wilder! rage, doth roare. 

Then know that I, a $Snug theloyner am 




J J * * 

Into this place, ’t were pitty on my life. 
j)uk.h very gentle beaft, and ofagood confcience. 
J)eme. The very beft at a beafl,my Lordjthat ere I law'.’ 
lyf. This Lyon is a very fox,for his valour. 

' D/tk* True : and a goofe for his diferetion, 

Z>?,Not fo my Lord,.For his valour cannot carry his di£ 
erttion rand the fox carries the goofe, 

Vuk. His diferetion, I am lure, cannot carry his valour. 
For the goofe carries not the fox. It is well fleaue it to his 
diferetion, and let vs liften to the Moone. 

^/w»f.This lanthorne doth the horned moone preicnt. 
Df»zr,Hefhou!dhaue worne the home s,on his head. 
Dak. He is nocrefcenr,and his homes are inuifible,withr 
Lathe circumference. 

Moone % Va\% lanthorne doth the horned moone prefent. 
My felfe,the man ith Moone,doe feeme to be, 

Duke.Th is is thegreateft errourofaIltherefl;then)an 
fhould be put into the lanthorne, How is it elfe the man ith 
Moone? 

He dares notcometherc,for the candle. For, 
you fee, it is already in fnuffe. (change, 

Dutch, I am aweary of this Moone, Would hec woulde 
It appearesjby his fmall light of diferetion , that 
hee is in the wane : but yet in curtefie, in all reafon, wee 
mull fay the time, 

T/k'.Proceede, Moone* 

Mmn* All that I hauetofay,istotcllyou, that the lan- 
tnoineisthe Moone,! the m3n ith Moone,this thornebufh 
m y thorne bufli, and this dogge my dogge, 

Vvhy. ? All thefefliould be in the lanthorne ; for all 
meie are in the Moone, But filence : herecomes Thifby* 

, r , Enter Thifby, 

finis isould Nmes tuinbe. Where is my Ioue?Z./aw,Oh , 
Ha Dmctrim 
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